translated, had earned her a very high literary feme in
Italy, and partly owing to my being connected with an old
Florentine family, the Tealdis, and through Aseanio Tealdi's
wife, Sandra di Gropello, with other ancient Italian families,
we passed at once through those gates that are usually
closed to intimacy withforestieri and found ourselves made
simply and warmly welcome in their houses and in their
hearts.... We were all of one faith and looked at so many
things in the same light.
Indeed, to this day, when I think of'friends', apart from
those at Smallhythe, it is chiefly of Sandra Tealdi, of May
and Cencio Massola, of Maria Carolina Corsini, Elisa
Imperiali, Fonfi Piccone and Elnyth Capponi that I think.
And of how genuine and instant would have been their
sympathy and understanding in John's last illness and in my
bereavement. They are far away, as I write these words; I
do not even know if they are all still living; thousands of
miles of hideous war and devastation divide us, but I still
feel that wherever they may be will be the nearest thing to
home that I can expect to find on this earth.                ^
When we reached Florence we stayed at first in hotels:
the Albion and later the Gran Brettagna, and I distin-
guished myself by another attack of enteritis. . . . This at
least gained us the friendship of that brilliant doctor and
delightful person Professor Giglioli, who was so soon after-
wards (so much too soon for all of us who loved him) to
follow his lovely daughter Fiamma out of this world.
At first I was much handicapped in our hunt for a flat,
but we kept our eyes and ears open and managed to inspect
quite a number. John developed a craving for one that was
exactly opposite our hotel but in this case I managed to
head her off. Its entrance was in the Borgo San Jacopo and
its charm lay in the feet that from some of its windows you
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